SONG

O for a moon to light me home !

O for a Ian thorn green !
For those sweet stars the Pleiades,
That glitter in the twilight trees ;

O for a lovelorn taper I O

For a Ian thorn green !

O for a frock of tartan !

O for clear, wild, grey eyes !
For fingers light as violets,
3Neath branches that the blackbird frets;

O for a thistly meadow! O

For clear, wild, grey eyes !

O for a heart like almond boughs !

O for sweet thoughts like rain I

O for first-love like fields of grey,

Shut April-buds at break of day !
O for a sleep like music !
Dreams still as rain I

LULLY
Nay, ninny, shut those sleepy eyes,
The robin from his spray
Long since to his cold winter roost
Has flown away.
Hush, now, and fold those gentle hands ;
Across the fields the snow-
Has hidden the bleating sheep from sight,
And heaped the hedges through.
Wail not so shrill, thou tiny voice;
These shadows mean no harm ;
*Tis but the flames this wintry night
To keep thee safe and warm ;
Lully, and rest then, pretty soul,
Safe on thy mother's arm.
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